



7 he Taming 0 / the Shre ■». 

Then hath becne taught by any of my trade, 

And there ids in wuting faircly dravvne. 

Bias. Why, 1 am paft my gamouth long agoe. 

Bor. Yet read the gamouth ot Hortcntio. 

Bum. (jamouth I am the ground of all accord: 

oH re ,to plead Horten [to' s paftion : 

Beeme, Bianca tike him for thy Lord 
C faut , thatioucs with all affection : 

Dfol re, one Cliffe, two notes haue I , 

£la mi, fliow piety or I die. 

Call you this gamouth ? tut I like it not, 

Oldfalbionspleafe me belt, lam noefo nice 
To charge true rules forcldinucntious. 

Enter a (JMeffcnger. 

'Bjcke. MiftrclTc your father prayes you leaue your bookes. 
And hclpe to dreife your lifters chamber vp, 
i’ou know to morrow is the wedding day. 

Bian. Farewell fwcete mafters both, 1 mull be gon. 

Luc. Faith Miftreftc then I haue no caufc to ftay. 

Her, But I haue caufe to pry into this pedant. 

Me thinkes he lookesas though he was in loue s 
Yet if thy thoughts Bianca be lo humble 
To call thy wandring eies on cucry ftalc: 

Seize thee that Lift, if once I findc thee ranging, 

Hortcnfio will be quit with th ee by changing. Exit, 

Enter Baptijla, CJremio t Trmis, Katherine ,Bianca i and others , 
attendants. 

Bap, Signior Lucentio, this is the pointed day 
That Katherine and Petruchio fliouid be married. 

And yet we heare not of our forme in Law : 

What will befaid, what mockery willic be ? 

To want the Bride-groome when the Prieft attends 
To fpeake the ceremoniall rites of marriage ? 

What faics Lucentio to thislhame of ours.? 

Kate, Nolhame but mine: J muft forfooth beforft 
To giue my hand oppos’d againft my heare 
Vnto a mad-brainc rudesby full of fplecnc, 

Who woo’d in hafte, and meffftes cowed at leifure 


T he Taming oft the Sbrele. 


I told you I , he was a frantickc foole, 

Hiding his bitter iells in blunt behauiour. 

And to be noted for a merry man ; 

Hee’ll wooe a rhoufand , point the day of marriage, 

Make friends, inuite, and proclaime the bancs. 

Yet ncuer naeanes to wed where he hath woo’d s 
Now muft the world point at poore Katherine , 

And lay-, loe, there ismad Petruchio’s wife 
If it would pleafe him come and marric her. 

Tra. Patience good Katherine and Baptijla too, 

Vpon my life Petruchio meanes but well, 

Whateuer fortune ftayes him from his word. 

Though he be blunt , I knew him palling wife. 

Though he be merry, yet withal! he’s honeft. 

Kate. Would Katherine hadneuerfecn though. 

Sxitweeping. 

2?<?/>,Gogirle, I cannot blame thee now to weepe, 

For fuch an iniurie would vexe a verie Saint, 

Much more afhrew of impatient humour. 

Enter Biondello. 

Bion. Mafter , matter, nevves , and fuch newes as you neueir 
heard of, 

Bap. Isitnew and old too? how may that be? 

Bion. Why, is it not newes to heare of Petruchio' s comminsr? 

Bap. Lshc-comc?. & 

Bion . Why no fir i 

Bap. Wliac then? 

Biovi. He iscomming* 

Bap . When . will he belieere* 

Bion. When he ftands where I am, and lees you there. 

7 ra % But fay, what to thine oldc newes ? 

icikin a u CO ™ mln & inan ™ hatandanolde 
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